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And kissing each the other fervently ;
For no embrace is half so strong as death's,
No kiss so fervent as the kiss of hate.
We came to Vinland, called it Newfoundland,
What had been found seven hundred years before.
We wished to civilize and Christianize,
And as the people cared not for our creed
But held their fathers' faith, resolved to die
Than yield it, we had no alternative
But butcher them wherever we could find*
'Twas very hard.   We always meant the best, But paganism could not tolerate, Although our fathers held it long ago. And when the land was vacant, it was ours By right of dispossession.   True it seemed Like plunder, but 'tis meet to give reward Unto the labourer in God's harvest field. We gathered with our swords for sickles ; strange The harvest withered in the gathering,
" Ah, Lord 1 the heathen rag&d terribly* Thy servants feared, but trusting in the strength Of Thy right arm, Most Gracious God of War, Took heart to fight, and lo I Thine enemies, Like chaff before a driving wind, were gone, And  their place knew them not.    Not ours, 0
Lord,
The victory, but Thine.   For in Thy name We fought and conquered*   Praised be our God 1"